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Meantime, be pleased to come with me,

For good Lord Dacre shalt thou see;

I think our work is well begun,                         260

When we have taken thy father's son.'

XXI.

Although the child was led away,

In Branksome still he seem'd to stay,

For so the Dwarf his part did play ;

And, in the shape of that young boy,                 265

He wrought the castle much annoy.

The comrades of the young Buccleuch

He pinch'd, and beat, and overthrew;

Nay, some of them he wellnigh slew.

He tore Dame Maudlin's silken tire,                  270

And, as Sym Hall stood by the fire,

He lighted the match of his bandelier,

And wofully scorch'd the hackbuteer.

It may be hardly thought or said,

The mischief that the urchin made,                    275

Till many of the castle guess'd,

That the young Baron was possess'd!

XXII.

Well I ween the charm he held

The noble Ladye had soon dispell'd \

But she was deeply busied then        *                280

To tend the wounded Deloraine.

Much she wonder'd to find him lie,
On the stone threshold stretch'd along;

She thought some spirit of the sky

Had done the bold moss-trooper wrong,       285
Because, despite her precept dread,
Perchance he in the book had read ;
But the broken lance in his bosom stood,
And it was earthly steel and wood.